THE BLIND MAN'S HUNT

He swallowed his boiling coffee, then rose to his feet and,,
heavy hand on the child's fragile shoulder, he said: "One day yotfll
remember. One day you'll say: *I had a grandfather who was too
cramped by his period but who, in other times, could have built towns,
created industries,, opened up provinces to prosperity. He was one of
those men who are the real landmarks of history/ There, my boy: I
hope you'll equal me, but I fear you won't be able to."

And he went out of the room, rilling the doorway, to receive his
visitor.

A few minutes later, on the seat of the Rolls, while Marie-Ange was
dabbing her face with a damp handkerchief so as not to reach school
with swollen eyes, Jean-Noel said: "Don't you think Grandfather's a
little mad?"

But he put the thought away as soon as he had expressed it. No I
A man who owned such a beautiful car, who was surrounded by such
respectful servants, and who could pay three hundred thousand francs
for a seat in Parliament as one might buy a theatre-stall (a matter which
Jean-Noel would not fail to boast about to his friends; that was always
one consolation), such a man certainly could not be mad.

XI

It had been arranged that the wedding should take place at Mauglaives
in the chapel of the Chateau, that the guests should be limited to a
few intimate friends, and that it would be announced in the newspapers
only after it had been celebrated.

"At twenty, to encourage the betrothed, it's charming; but at our
age, to assemble three hundred people to let them know that that
night... No, it's a little ridiculous."

Jacqueline had already had her grand wedding, and had no wish to
go to the same Mairie and the same church in which she had been
united to Francois.

Gabriel, on his side, had reason to fear some folly on the part of
Sylvaine in Paris.

"Actually I've been a bit hard on the girl," he thought. "But to hell
with it, what else could I have done? Any happiness one achieves is
always at the expense of someone else."

For Gabriel was happy. He was still temporarily living with his
friend Gilon. But he spent most of his time at Mauglaives and
every evening returned to Montprely in the new car he had just
acquired, thanks to a "loan" from Jacqueline; he breathed the fresh
country air, and felt a sort of enthusiasm which he could never re-
member having had before. "How wonderfully those branches bend
in the wind! Oh, the earth, the fields! Truth is here! No one will
believe that I'm not marrying for money. To hell with them! Let them
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